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Dramatis Perſons. 
. F. S- na, | Queen of B ologna. 
C----2----ni, Princeſs of Modena. 
4 £2 | 
D H. d. r, High-prieſt to the Academy of Diſcord. 
H-----d — , Profeſſor of Harmony to the Academy. 
S-. u, Chief of the Choir. 
1 „„ Violino primo to the Queen of Bologna, to 
.o, 3 keep her Majeſty's Body in — 


| (Baſſo Continuo, and Treaſurer to the Prin- 
. 1 ceſs of Modena. 


: 


A Chorus of P---rs and Tupees, with 'Cat-calls. 


SeENE the Temple of Diſcord near the H- N. t. 


Time equal to the Repreſentation. 


THE 


ConNTRE I EMPS: 


OR, 


Rival OQueans. 


S CE N E opens and diſcovers the Temple of Diſ- 

cord. An Altar with Crowns, Globes, Sceptres and 
other Euſigns of Royalty. The Queen and Princeſs 
on either ſide the Altar. The High- Prieſt in his 
Ponitficabilus. The great Officers in their proper 
Stations. e 

The Chorus of D--k--s, L- d. and Tupees rang d on each 
ſide the Stage according to their Factions; Cat. calls in 
their Hands, and Whiſtles, with Bells about their 
Necks ; officiating as Under-Prie/ts. After à ſbort 
Symphony, and ſome ſmall Ceremomes, the High-Prieſt 


comes forward. 


* H—6G@—R. 


Read Queen and Princeſs, hail! we thus are met, 
To ſettle matters of the greateſt weight: E 
ID From this propitious hour, for years to come, 
The world expects its peace, and we our doom: 
Here diſcord reigns, but all the muſes know, 
From diſcord ſweeteſt harmony does flow; 8 
The omen's good! — oh! let it here prove ſo: 
. B 


[6] 

Agree my Queens! — or we muſt periſh all, 
With you the ſons of harmony will fall; 
All other civil feuds, or foreign jars, 
Domeſtick broils, and long projected wars, 
Are now forgot: — Here hopes and fears attend, 
And wait with panting hearts the dubicus end ; 
Nor Gibraltar we ſeek, nor Port-Mahon ; 
Poſſeſſing you, makes all the world our own : 
Who walls expiring Sp -n, or dead Cza— na? 
Leave us kind heav'n! — C-gz-- ui and F- g- na 
With bright F. c- ua, we loſe all our Beaus ; 
And D---ks muſt die, when ſweet Cg goes: 

H—p=—L. 
Nor ſhall the Saxon ever more compoſe. 


H—6—R. 


On this alliance think how much depends; 
Great-Britain pity, and embrace as friends: 
Why ſhou'd ambition now your hearts divide? 
In gay triumphal chariots both ſhall ride ; 
From gilded thrones the kneeling world command, 
While globes and ſceptres grace each pretty hand ; 
Your glitt'ring crowns ſhall o'er the ſtars prevail, 
And pages ſweat beneath th' embroider'd tail; 
Vaſt whisker'd guards your honour ſhall maintain, 
And tinſell damſels {well the ſhining train; 


SS + 
Addreſs'd with majeſty at ev'ry word, 
And off the ſtage like goddeſſes ador d: 
What wou'd you more ?— 


F—s—N a. 
Count F--g--r I grant; 
Your prudence juſtly touches all we want: 
The caſe full plain and open you have laid, 
And puſh'd the very point up to the head; 
Pride rules our female ſouls; thus fir d, we dare 
Like man all dangers ſcorn ; and thirſt for war : 
Our little breaſts will pant and heave for fame, 
Swell'd with th' ambition of the foremoſt name. 
Shall then that chit with me claim equal ſway ?. 
That muſhroom ſongſtreſs of the other day ! 
With me contend ? -- ye gods! - with me compare? 
Unskill'd in notes, and ev'ry graceful air ! 
I[C-z-ni's Faction play their inſtruments.] 


— — 


C —Z7NI, 


Vain inſolence ! -- how ſhall our cauſe be try'd? 
So ſinall your merit, and ſo great your pride: 
My equal held! --- what more can you pretend? } 
Nor cou'd your majeſty that plea defend; 

For peace, did I not vaſtly condeſcend; * 5 
Of 


81 
of honour if I grant th alternate patt, 99 
Tis more my goodneſs thought, than your deſert: 
The title of a queen is but a name, 
The empty ſounding of a blaſt of fame; 
Since piqu d, the grandeur of th affair you hope; 
For honour's ſake I cannot give it up: | 
My friends are firm as yours, my claim as ſtrong ; 
As great my courage, and my nails as long, 
[F—ſt—na's Faction tune their pipes. 


S—S—N O. 


Great Ladies! Chief ſupporters of this ſtage, 

Let faction ceaſe, and moderate your rage: | 

Why on your ſelves this threatned ruin hurl'd 2 

Your forces join, and you'll enſlave the world: 

Both parties this diviſion renders weak, 

And this Yanbrughian dome it ſelf does ſhake ; 

If no reſpe@ you have for & ino, 

Think of what ſums you leave of ready r:n0. 

U. oth Factions make a terrible noiſe.) 


S$S—$8—N0. 


Aſide.) How difficult's my task betwixt theſe two; 
Each hopes my aid, and nothing can I do; 
| | Serenely 


"OFF 

Serenely tho' I ſtand th' alternate brunt, 

And pocket, for my eaſe, a ſmall affront; 

Yet when their factions deal their vengeance round, 
Hiſſes and cat- calls undiftinguiſh d wound, 


F—s—x &e.- 


My Caro Si, thanks for your kind advice; 
There's nothing can be finer, but your voice: 
This horrid puſs preſumes, that I'd engage, 
To fing the ſecond on the Britiſb ſtage; 
What were you, thing, — to whom did you belong, 
When I charm'd Lal by force of ſong ; 
When greateſt princes did my fetters wear, 2 
In droves they ran my triumphs to prepare, 0 
While purpl'd cardinals brought up the rear: 
Then crowded theatres I cou'd controul, 
While you were ſniv ling at your ya, mi, ſol; 
Unrival'd I in action, voice and fame; 
Nor durſt CG-gz.-ui breath, where e er F. · na came. 


C —2—- NI. 


Unthinking wretch! - to boaſt of what you were; 
Thus mouldy virgins cry; we once were fair! 
Too long the reins of empire you did hold, 
Reſign the charge, you're paſt it now, and old; 
<< C At 


{40 ] 

At beſt an impotent, and royal drone, 
Dnfit, as unbecoming on a throne : 

If here you arrogantly boaſt applauſe, 
We need no conjurers to gueſs the cauſe : 
The judging Tupees on your action doat, 
Aſtoniſh'd at the warble of that throat, 
And dwell with raptures on your ſhaking note: 
While cunning you, the want of voice ſupply, 
By dint of wanton hand, and rolling eye. 


F — s MA. 


Old! did ſhe ſay? — the malice of my fate! 
What was old woman ever good for yet: 
Fiend- like you ſtrive t anticipate my time, 
And hurry me to hell, while in my prunc; | 
But monſter to thy juſt confuſion know, 
Tm ſound within, without, from top to toe; 
And much the world's deceiv'd ; or you're not ſo: 
Couꝭd Ito Ne/tor's years my life prolong, 
Still ſhou'd my voice enchant, {till clear as ſtrong ; 
While you in rip'ning, like a medlar, rot, 
At beſt a Gorgor's face, and Siren's throat; 
Help your decaying lungs, and chew ermgo - 
Thou little awkard creature! - can you /7rimgo ? 


Es 


114 


C—2—2F 


By juſter means my empire I maintain, 
And ſcorn from ſuch poor arts applauſe to gain} 
Kind heav'n beſtow'd my voice to charm mankind, 
While you the body move . I touch the mind: 
Nor do I meanly condeſcend to charm, 
By tickling fingers or a twining arm; 
To do you juſtice tho'; I think - tis known; 
That you to pleaſe, imploy more pipes than one, 


F—8— N. 


Nature of ways to pleaſe gave you no choice, 
But juſt equipp d you with a trifling voice; 
A ſmall canary bird! — below my rage 
I'll fix the pretty chirper in its cage : 

Thus on the ſtage ſuperior pow'r you'll own, 
While from your priſon, I aſcend my throne} 
Then thro' the world led after me in ſtate, 

As Tamerlane ſery'd yanquiſh'd Bajazetr. 


D 12 J 


How fine are thoſe majeſtick words, and ſtalk ! 
Tis hard! — you cannot fing, as well as talk: 

Twere proper firſt at conqueſt you ſhou'd aim, 
Nor triumph yet, till victory you claim: 
Before thoſe judges let our plea be try'd, 
Whoſe ears unbyaſs'd can what's juſt decide ; 
Such who dare own, they're pleas d with notes in tune, 
And muſick's too luxuriant branches prune: 
Such who your wild chromatick rants deſpiſe; 
And to my ſweet pathetick yield the prize; 
Such who diſtinguiſh nicely in each note, 
The garg/e from the arble of a throat. 


H—D»—R>, 


l O ſpare your lungs, and cloſe this ſtrange. conteſt; 3 
ö In equal merits neither is the beſt: 

But now the bold caſcade delights o1 our eyes, 

Its falling cataracts give wild ſurprize; 

Anon we chuſe the folitary grove, 

Where gentle ſtreams in ſofteſt murmurs move; 

There down the. precipice loud torrents roll, 

Here {ſweet meanders wind into the ſoul. 


E— S—NA;. 


— 


. 
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| F—9— NA. 


Let not one inch of merit pray be loſt; 

Her pipe I think is all that ſhe can boaſt ; 

And poof S—nd—1: finds, when e er tis try d, 
That ſhe's all over pipe, from fide to fide; 

Her body looks as fror the faittes ſtole, 

Enough of carcaſs to make one large hole ; 
Where he in love's wide Bay of Bz/cay toſt, 
Hard plys his oar ; but ne'er can touch the coaſt, 


A 2, 


Speak of your triumpfis over bleeding hearts, 
But do not thus affront our nat ral parts. 


CTX. 


My perſon touch'd! —- your malice I deſpiſe ; 
III ſpoil your ſinging and tear out your eyes; 
Each limb, each motion mar, each graceful air, 
Thoſe ornaments you practiſe with ſuch care; 
Thus end the wond'rous magick of your yoice, 
Which all in cleyer execution lies: 


D 


1 


14 


Vour courage like your voice may be a ſham, 
To try, thus down your throat your lies I'll cram : 
[ Lays hold of Fau--na's head-cloaths.) 


S—D—N 1. | Holding C--z--ni.] 


Mais je vous prie doucement ma petitte femme. 


F-—g—=yx 4. 


Nay, Madam, if you like bear-garden play, 

On eyry ſtage I'll match you any way, 
| Lays hands on C--7--ni's head-dreſs | 

[The Queen and Princeſs box. 

[S--d--ni and M--ro /trive to part them. 


Ms. 


My Queen ! -- in bounds this ſwelling tide reſtrain ; 


She's deaf to all adyice! -I ſtrive in yan ! 


S—D=—NXN 1. 


Fury ſo obſtinate who can perſwade ? 
A dozen of the guards bring to our aid : 
"HM What's 


— — 


[x5 ] 
What's to be done? -- they can't outlive this bout, 


H—p-—L. 
I think 'tis beſt -- to let 'em fight it out: 
Oil to the flames you add, to ſtop their rage; 


When tir'd, of courſe, their fury will aſſwage. 
[They /top_to take breath.) 


C—ZzZ—NI. 


Your Majeſty's convinc'd now at your heart, 
I'm capable to play a premier part : 
If not yet ſatisfied 


F—S—N A. 


—— As Im a finner 
The furious minx has tore my mechlin pinner; 6 
She ſhall repent it tho the devil's in her: 

To arms, to arms; - too long we ve idle ſtood — 


Sound inſtruments of war, revenge and blood. 


The Queen and Princeſs again engage; Both fac- 
tions play all their warlike Inſtruments ; Cat-calls, 
Serpents and Cuckoos make a dreadful din. F--$--na 
lays _ C--z--ni1's noſe with a Sceptre 3 — C--Z-n1 

breaks 
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breaks her head with a gilt-leather crown H- de- 
irons to ſee an end of the battle, animates them 
with a kettle-drum ; a globe thrown at random hits 
the high-prieſt on the temples, he flaggers off the 
Stage S d- ni and Miro quit their poſts and take 
/helter behind the Scenes The Queen looſes her 
head of hair, and the Princeſs her noſe in the ir- 
miſh A laſt the goddeſs diſcord inſpires C—-1—ni 
with more than mortal bravery, ſhe plys her Anta- 
goni/t ſo warmly, the Queen is obliged to fly ——= 
the Princeſs follows ; $—s—no creeps from under the 
Altar where he lay hid, and moralizes in the pray 
ng / Ro mile. 


— 0: 


| So have I ſeen two ſurly bull-dogs tear 

Firm limb from limb, and ſtrip the fleſh of hair; 
| Mangled all o'er, each carcaſs but one wound, 
They ſnarling, biting, bleeding, ſtand their ground ; 
When tir'd at laſt, the noiſy fray is done, 
The mighty cauſe of war was but a bone: 
The pagcant glory of a title thus 
To rage provokes each catterwauling puls ; 
So much the ſhew of greatnels is their care, 
They'll loſe the ſubſtance for a puff of air. 


Mas & 3 


Tube Curtain drops. 


